CHAPTER   VIII

NO!  NO!  NEVER!

"UNGARY stands on the brink of great events:
one cannot be in Budapest nowadays without feel-
"ing that history is being made there. But instead
of discussing politics one is tempted to dance all night to
the music of gypsy violins. One is tempted, and yields.
One crosses the Danube as the sun is rising, sees the
sumpter horses of peasants bringing in their produce,
and steamers bowing as they pass up river (they have
hinged funnels), and the quiet, graceful streets of Old
Buda in the dawnlight. , . . And then one plunges into
a cool bath of effervescent water.

For sheer joy of living and beauty of surroundings,
Budapest is a city unrivalled. It is only with an effort
that the stranger remembers the tragedies it has seen,
and the wounds from which it still suffers. On the sur-
face all is gay, but in Liberty Square you will see the
words at the head of this chapter laid out in flowers; and
above them the national flag flies at half-mast, in mourn-
ing for the lost lands of Hungary.

Those lands may soon return, or some of them, for the
German armies on the Danube claim to be liberators of
oppressed minorities. For a thousand years Hungary
maintained her integrity under St. Stephen's Crown, But
owing to the exhaustion of the Great War her resistance
was weakened, allowing creatures such as Bela Kun and
his confederates to thrive. On her sick-bed she was
robbed of two-thirds of her people, lands, livestock, mineral
wealth. When she recovered, impoverished and dismem-
bered, she had been inoculated for generations to come
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